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assistance of his victim. But the damage was irretrievable and
Rufus's nose, hitherto straight, developed a Roman bridge which
it retained for the rest of his life. Even more serious at the
moment was the effect of the disaster upon Mr. Isaacs, who on
viewing the damage forbade his son to enter for the amateur
championship of his weight, on which his heart was set and in
which he was expected to make at least a good showing.

Rufus's boxing enthusiasm was by no means confined to
Donnelly's ring or to the home circle. Many evenings would
be devoted to encouraging boxing among working men and
boys in the East End, when Jack Angle would be referee and Rufus
timekeeper. Usually he greatly enjoyed these expeditions but there
were alarming moments. In particular he never forgot one night
at the "Blue Anchor," Shoreditch. He and Jack Angle were
the only wearers of collars among the large gathering of tough-
looking men with handkerchiefs about their necks, who were
not entirely satisfied with the referee and not backward in showing
their disapproval.

A moment came when Angle had to give a decision on points
against one of the local champions, in whom the audience had no
doubt some financial interest. Uproar broke out and the crowd
began to close in upon the visitors from the West End. The
situation looked so ugly that the proprietor of the premises, stepping
into the ring, took it upon himself to announce that if anyone
was dissatisfied with the decision either of the gentlemen would
take him on there and then.

This was all very well for Jack Angle, who was a heavyweight
of great skill and experience, but a much less attractive prospect
for Rufus, who was under eleven stone and comparatively a novice.
A few sickening moments passed in silence while the audience
deliberated this challenge, Rufus feeling all the while that the
thudding of his heart must be audible to everyone. But the land-
lord knew his patrons, who slowly retired to their places, though
not without scowls and mutterings. The situation was saved,
and Rufus heaved a sigh of relief and mopped his brow trickling
with the sweat of apprehension.

In fact, if the challenge had been accepted, he would probably
have given as good an account of himself as he did on another
occasion, the memory of which he cherished throughout life with
pride.

One night he and his elder brother, Harry, were walking
through Trafalgar Square at a late hour, when they observed
a coffee stall close to St. Martin's-in-the-Fields and, becoming
conscious of the need for refreshment, stopped and ordered a